ni              WITHIN THE GATES
THE GRAMOPHONE:
London Bridge is falling down, falling down,
falling down;
London Bridge is falling down, my fair lady.
Build it up with gold and silver, gold and silver,
gold and silver;
Build it up with gold and silver, my fair lady.
(During the singing of the second verse, the
READERS have looked angrily over the
fops of their papers towards where the
gramophone is playing?)
Gold and silver will not do, will not do, will not
do;
Gold and silver will not do, my fair lady.
(The YOUNG WHORE appears on the slope
above and sings the last verse with the
gramophone. She is still dressed in her
black tailor-made suit, with its crimson
crescent on the hip; and her crimson
hat decorated with its black crescent.
She sings in a jaunty way, for she is a
little excited with wine. She comes
down, moving among the READERS,
rustling their precious papers, and dis-
turbing their peace. The BISHOP enters
above and watches the movements of the
girl. He has aged, and the gay look he
m forced on to his face is gone, leaving it